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I have juet spent a day and dined with
the President.
Not to many of us comes thai honor of an

lntimaey with a chief executive. The position,the multifarious duties of his office,
the limitations as to strange visitors that
are thrown around him, render him inaccessible.A President may not at his pleasuresee and converse with those who were

his Intimates before the day of his elevation.Yet it has been my fortune to cross

the barriers and meet the Executive on his
own ground, and I have found that elevationto the highest office in the gift of his
people has not removed this gentleman of
affairs from the common herd. He is just
a man like the rest of us, after all, and a

very courteous, plain spoken, but affable,
man, if I may judge from my ten-hour experiencewith him.
The President was at the country place.

The place itself Is beautiful; a fitting environmentfor the head of a republic. You
reach the farm through a long, shaded lane
that leads straightaway north from the littlestation. There are great oak, walnut

and butternut trees leaning over the white,
smooth road. The distance is about a mile.

If you are plain, practical and unobservant
you take a trap and ride out. But if you
love lanes, love the glint and the glow, the
still life and the pulsing life, the color and
the smell of the June day country, you will

walk, and find much delight without fatigue.
The gate of the farm is hospitality itself

Ifs portal is wide, very wide, and the bars

are always in daytime swung back to admithim who may come that way. More by
accident than design; two blue-coated officersstood at the gate when I reached it.

They were chatting pieasanuy wim

countryman. They observed me with
some curiosity, tinged with deference.
Without giving my name. I asked if the
President was at home. He was.

"And fnight I £ce him?"
"Certainly, if he is not busy; it is down

this way."
Then one of the officers detached himself

from the fascinating countryman and led
the way down the broad path toward the
stone house that stood in the shadow, of a

groat trep. Stained with the storjns of a

hundred years of useful life is that old
store house. It sheltered the young Continentalway back yonder when the Revolutionwas still a distinct memory in red. It
is built with all the strength of American
principles in lis wans auu riwi.

The front door was open, and very pleasnnflythe morning sun fell, into the room,
which was half office, half reception room.

A gentleman was seated at a desk writing.He swung round in a revolving chair
and looked Inquiringly at me.

"Wants to see you," said the officer, laconically.and then he withdrew.
The gentleman rose and asked me to have

a scat. I gave hiin my name and profession,and ivhlle he listened to my introductionI had my first opportunity of
studying a President. He Impressed me.

His face was mobile, expressive, brilliant
in color and healthful. His eyes were

large and full of intelligence. His hair
had a suspicion of warm-day curl in It
Altogether he was a good lookiirg President,
pleasant to look upon, and when he spoke,
pleasant to hear. 1

"I want to sec just how you spend a day 1

of your Jiie up nere.

He smiled. "Mostly in taking care of
the farm and watching the men. I'!! '

show you around if you like." He took (

his cap and asked me to come. 1

A winding path leads away from the 1

house down toward the green fields in the *'

lowland. Some cows stood breast high in 1
the clover and regarded us with grave I
eyes. A red calf looked over the top o 1.
the blossoms and chewed a lazy cud. !
"That calf is one of the sights," said ;

the president. "The boys have named him
'Charley, the Mascot,'- and he gets better
care than anything on the place." ]
Some carpenters and masons were work

lug on a building by the side of a rocky
stream that trickled down the hill to the
fields. "We are building a new laundry
over there. We are going to dani this
stream and make a reservoir, from which
we'll pipe water for the laundry and for
the shower bath inside." A number cf the
President's entourage were assisting the
masons. "Everybody works around hero,"
Jii- in

Then we went down to the fields, already
prepared for tilling. One of the level portionshas been laid off into an athletic field,
and on it an enthusiastic amateur baseballnine were practising with much shoutingand running and waving of the hands.
"Some little fun while the work goes on,"
said the President. The captain of the
nine, who has an athletic presence and n

big voice, came over to meet us.

"This is Judge Becker," said the President,and I shook hands with the legal
o-onHoman ii'hn ftnHu time from Vli,j henoh

to coach a baseball nine. Looking af the
Jiulge, you would >ee that there Is nothing
incongruous in his occupancy of the two
positions of trust at the same time.
The President's truck garden is at once

his delight and the most productive thing
on the farm. He took a special pleasure in
displaying his prize radishes, and pointed
proudly to a number of gardeners at work
among the growing things for the table.

It was all so Arcadian, so primitive anc
withal so natural and healthful In its atmosphere,that one must wonder how even

a President could leave such surrounding:-
for the turmoil of the town. He doesn'i
wish to, that is certain. In town life is
not so good to him. He lives in Brooklyn,
you know, ^pnd it's a sad sort of home.
There Is no money In it; its associations
are ever dark; its rewards are few.
for this President who has been so cour-

teous to me is but a lad, a once ragged and
cakempt la<V out of the' poor districts

the Bridge, and he is the president
ot the Journal Junior Republic because of
his industry, his recognized mental capacity,and his disposition to take advantageof every opportunity which this new

.public on a country farm affords him.
He has been there three weeks. He is

X an and his clothes are good. He has
turned them by Td labor. Now he is

ms u
nment and honest'
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President by a popular vote, feels the dignityof his position, and is a citizen withoutreproach. He is typical of the accomplishmentof the Junior Republic, and representsthe possibilities for every slumcursedlad who finds his way into the

citizenship of that home for boys.
The Judge was another of them. There

was a time when the Chief Justice was

without moral law. He saw in it nothing
more than a bar to the free employment of
his peculiar talents. It was a menace and
a cruelty to him and his. That was before
he went to the Republic. There amid surroundingsso entirely different from his
birthright he found that law and order are
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productive of pood, not evil, that the satisfactionof living comes out of the regularityof thiifgs.
And so when the boys wanted a boy to sit

n judgment upon them they took out of tjie
rowd this one who had known defiance

:o order and had learned its uses. But. elerationdid not ruin a good baseball captain,
ind they chose him that. too. He is a

enient and a just judge because of his
ife's experiences. He knows.
The home of the Journal Junior Repubicis almost ideal. It is a farm of ninety

icres, and the Republic owns it. Every
lad inside its fences has a citizen's commoninterest in it. It lies in a green val-
oy, and is sheltered by kindly hills. There
is always sunshine, and nature is green and
glorious all over it. There is no palatial
home there and never will be, but there
is shelter and comfort and food and clothing.someclothing.and it is home for more
than half a hundred lads now. Twenty to
thirty new citizens find their way to it
each week, and the end of the Summer
season will find three hundred or more citizensliving a life apart from and better,

FIRST LINING UP Q
infinitely better, than anything they ever
knew or hoped to know.

Junior Itepublic boys work. That is the
central idea of the institution; the teacningthat individual effort is responsible for
individual success, and it takes a new boy
just about twenty-four hours to discover
that he is somebody and can do things if
he likes. He alwavs does like, and iudiis-

try Is developed as a new trait. The street

loafer makes a wonderful citizen when he
finds out that he is useful, and that other
folks know it and appreciate it. There are

no sluggards in the Republic.
Once in a great while a boy comes who

doesn't want to work and will not. There
are men and boys like that. He doesn't
work, but he doesn't stay. There are meals
to be paid for and clothes to be bought,
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them. So the sluggard goes hungry and
then he leaves. Ilis going gladdens the
farm. His coming saddens the city.

It is a beautiful theory, this boys' own
Republic, but it is not half as interesting
as the boys themselves. It was a hazardousthing to take up a harum-scarum lot
and throw them together In a social scheme,
but they have worked it out perfectly. Of
course, there is a man superintendent, but
he Is chiefly concerned in the management
of the finances and the city end of the institution.The boys do everything themselvesand have a pride In it. They are
jealous of any encroachment upon their
duties or privileges.
After the President and the Judge there

is a Sheriff and police officers. That one
boy may exercise authority over another
without serious rebellion from another
the Republic demonstrates. Armed with a
club, uniformed with a cajy belt and shield
of office, the police follow their beats with
fidelity. Without having written laws to
guide them they know Instinctively what
an infringement is, and tne offender goes
promptly to jail.
"Bring them two kids in to drill," said

the drill master. The officer went after the
two kids who were playing hookey behind
the barn. Presently he returned.
"De kids sais dey aint comin'."
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"Den youse must bring' 'em," said the
Judge with his big voice, and, reinforced
with this voca! warrant of arrest, the officerbrought them. lie used the old persuasionof force: "Come 'long with me, or I'll
liev to take youse ennyhow." The argument
worked, as it always ha3. The two ranged
Into line for drill and did the field movementsfor an hour. Then they were fined
by a just Judge, and the fine was taken out
of the daily wage. That is how a Junior
Republic boy learns that order iis better
than chaos. He finds it easier for him.
It is a wonderful thing to see the amount

of courage which the knowledge of power
and authority will give a boy. Tramps of
a dangerous sort infest the cbuntry ad-
JilUl'Ill III lUfk JUSl ill. LUIS pifilSUIll
season. They are the terror of the farmer
and the housewife. Not so to a Junior Republicofficer. Under the shadow of The
night a typical Weary Willie came prowling
about the place seeking what he might devour.
The night men, with their dark lanterns,

found him. Three of them rushed him in a

F A NEW SQUAD F
body and routed him. He cried out for
mercy, and they gave it, but they showed
him the road hud started him down it at a

rapid gait, with the warning following him
not to do it again under nain of the three
evident clubs. The sleeping Republic is as

safe from Intrusion as the waking officials
can make it. A lad with a stick, a cap and
a badge is just a young soldier ready to do
an old soldier's work, if necessary.
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But, alas! the jail is not always untenanted.There Is crime in the Junior Republic.Infringement would be a better
wTv-rr\ fhon nrimo hnf thov Pflll ft PrimP

and punish it as such. Fighting is one,
and boys have fought always, and always
will. But the jail, with its dark horrors,
awaits the fighter, and he gets out of that
habit in- his early days of reform. The
court could teach the world a lesson. There
are no delayed cases. Justice has a speedy
and eifectual revenge. It does not wade
through a maze of quibbles and quirks.
That is one difference between boys and
men.

Isn't it curious that among the first of
the really civilizing influences is music?
Ttiese lads out of the slums take to music

as a hound does to a coon trail. About the
tirst question of a newcomer to the Republicregards music. He thinks he ought
to have it as part and parcel of the new

life, and he insists upon getting it. In answerto the constant demand, the Journal
sent down to them a complete set of band
instruments. They were "zobos," a pe|culiar kind of horn through which the humanvoice can be transmitted to a listeningworld in much the same tone that the
old paper and comb gave.
The zobo appealed to the entire corps.

In a few moments after tne arrival of the
horns a band was organized, and after
work hours the harmonious whole was organized.Do you know the first melody
which this nondescript crowd of boys attemptedto play? It was no less a thing
than "Rock of Ages."' You wouldn't look
for that 011 Hester street, would you? But
it was what the Junior Republic boys consideredthe nroner thins with which to he-
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1ST A PLAIN BOY.

Kin their musical exercises. "Annie
Roone.v" or "Maggie Murphy's Home" or

"The Girl from the East Side" would have
found an appropriate setting wlfi them,
but "Rock of Ages".that was Junior Republic.
The President is also the leader of the

band. He Is leader because of an ear for
music. Had that ear been in any way de1fieient be wn 111,1 never hnvo been ehe<sen

for merit is the mark in the Republic, but
he demonstrated on the trial trip that
he knew harmonies, and so he was chosen
leader. Right well does he do the part.
His aobo baud will be one of the Summer
features of the farm. But "Rock of Ages"'
And the boys are out of the East Side!
There Is another phase to Junior Republiclife, the pathetic side, if you please.

When the lads come up from the city
they are not well clothed. The East Sider
doesn't have a talidr. The first demand
is for clothing. There is not always clothingto give. There is a store on the farm
where a boy may take his earnings and
buy what is necessary to him. Sometimes
the store stock runs low. Sometimes the
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friends of the store are forgetful or

careless and there is little in the stor,
to buy. At this moment, notwithstanding
the generosity of New York, there arc

things needed in the store, the kind ol
tilings mat are tarown into me asu Darre

all over New York every day.
The boys want shoes. None of them hav<

shoes when they come. They need shoes anr

they go immediately to work to get them

[NT ANt
When they have earned the money with
which to pay for them and there are no

shoes in the store to be had, there is wailing.While I sat on the front porch of
the old stone house and watched the drill,
the wagon came up from the station with
a big box in the bed. There was a cry
of "shoes, shoes."
The captains broke rank, and the anxious

youngsters crowded about the wagons like
a horde of guerillas. They wanted shoes.
When the box was opened and nothing
better than farming tools were discovered,
there was a general wail of disappointmentfrom the crowd.
A little fellow, with brown heels sticking

out irom ms cuy suucs, was uiggiug 111

the (lust of the road, a picture of despair.
""What's the matter, lad; don't you like

it up here?"
"Yessur, I like it well enough, but I

want to buy some shoes and there a hit no

shoes."
There are a dozen like him. They do not

realize that everything in life cannot come

to them at once, and with childish petulancethey resent the sharp stones which
cut and wound because of no protecting
shoes.
"While I talked to the lad a lady from the

city drove In. She saw the brown-heeled
fellow and stopped to speak to him. I explainedhis trouble.

she said. And that night the shoes came.

He is one of many. City friends of the
Republic send it many things. Most of
them are playthings to amuse a child. The
Junior Republic citizens are not children:
they are embryo men, with a wonderful
knowledge of things. They want clothes,
they want shoes, they- want the absolute
necessaries of life, not its luxuries. They

never knew tlie luxuries and have no desirefor tliem.
One pair of shoes is worth a dozen toys.

Many folks have remembered the Republic
and sent to it substantial evidences of their
remembrance. If they would send clothing
and shoes the Republic would have reason
to remember them most gratefully. You
must see the boys on their owu ground to
really appreciate the need of them.
Clothes? Why, the average lad who

Comes out of the big town to become a citizenof the Republic has next to mthing
in the way of bodily coverings. He is
barely decent, and after he has discovered
his surroundings, his first cry is for somethingto wear. If it Is In the store he
straightway earns money and buys It; if
is not there his condition is sad indeed.
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EKLY OUTPUT FROA
Those friends who ha,-e been so mindful
in the matter of small things should rememberthat a little man wants neeessar

ies instead of frills, and he is willing to
pay the price for the one while he would

1 hardly deign to notice the other. The lady
who sent the shoes has the right idea.
And books? Nobody thinks of books. No

1^ T rnmlnrlnf noma frv mn

from *11e of the poorest looking boys in the
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Republic. He caine up to the superintendentin a timid way, as if he feared his requestwas not quite regular.

"I aint got nothin' to do now, sir; can't
I have somethin' to read?"
The superintendent was himself surprised."What do you want?" he asked.
"I would like to have something like the

Century or Harper's if you've got it," he
said.
That boy came off the worst part of

Rleecker street, and at one period in his
life was considered incorrigible. "Something
like the Century or Harper's!" He is an

extreme case of the literary bent, but the
Bowery boy likes to read, and he has that
same love for Robinson Crusoe and the
Swiss Family Robinson which belongs
to the higher born. He wants to read in
his leisure hours in the country, and he
voluntarily offers a chance for his advancementfor which the charity organizations
never bargained. When you get a boy
reading you have him on the road to a good
citizenship.

rrv»n Pnnnhllo rlr.oen't sncrcroot flnr of this

Somehow the environment does that. There
is nothing said to the boys about the advantagesof good reading, of good living,
of good anything. The boys find that out
for themselves. It comes to them by intuition,and the facts are quickly learned.
Labor, order, literature and good conduct
seem to find a home in their hearts withoutan effort from the older heads of the
establishment. That is the system of the
Republic; that is the result of permitting
a boy to govern himself, to be responsible
to his neighbor and of giving him the idea
that* he is of some account in the world
and that the world expects something of
him. There Is much of the human in the
system.
The Republic stone is one of the institutionsof the farm. Every article that

ccmes up from the city is placed in the
store and a price is put upon it. The figureis as low as it can possibly be made.
A suit of second-hand clothes may be
bought for $2 of Republic money, and a

pair of shoes may be had for 50 cents.
The store is open to buyors in the afternoon.The first customer yesterday was a

little swarthy Italian boy, son of a fruit
pedler. He came in with his cash and
wanted a pair of shoes. Out of a bunch
he selected a pair. They were quite small,

i,i. .
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"You can't wear that size shoe," said
the storekeeper.
"Xo, I know that, but my little brother

in town can, and I'm sending them to him;
he ain't got none."
Not a week ago that ladf wanted to

leave the Republic. He did not understandit. He did not know that his money
was good for anything on the farm, and
that he could buy vegetables, clothing and
many other necessaries for his folks in
town out of the money which he earned
in assisting the masons. When that was

made clear to him, he went back to work
and labored diligently. The pair of shoes

his first effort. A bag of potatoes wll1 probablybe his next, and he will be a Republic
citizen till the cold weather sends him
back home.
Tp to date there have been three runawaysfrom the farm, and, strangely

enough, they all ran on the same day.
Not that they must run. No citizen is
compelled to stay. The going from is as
free as the coming in, but the Plast side
iboy lias an ideit that any Institution to
which he is sent is a jail. Not so at the
Republic. There is a rule that the boys
must not go off the farm, but at any time
one may wish to come back to the city lie
is assisted by the Republic. Three new
arrivals ran away the other afternoon.
The police went after them.
One made a lone hrpnk and took 11 n his

journey down the lane toward the railroad.
An officer on a wheel went after him and
found him sitting on the side of the road,
t^anip fashion, munching a piece of bread.
He had begged the bread at a farmhouse.
The officer dat down beside him and beganto argue with him. "Why don't you

come on back and be decent?" said the
policeman.
"Oh, I don't like a Jail," said'the-runaway.
"Aint no jail," said the, officer. "You

needn't run away. If you want to go we'li
help you; but you better stay here. You
can get all you want to e«t, ali the clothes

prfp '1 j
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you can wear, and have more fun than you
can in town. It's like a big picnic every
day. But you don't have to stay unless
you want to."
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he wanted to was a .winning card. The
lad, who preferred to beg and who wanted
to get back to the sidewalks and the cobblestones,went home to the Republic. He
figured that a su~e thing, with a little work
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ized.
thron'w in, was something better than the
chance of the city, with its supperless
nights and its steaming days. The other
two runaways were not found. They are

probably back in their old city haunts, but
they may never become citizens of the
Republic again.
The working hours of the Republic are

confined to the forenoon. It is not intendedthat a lad shall work more than
half a day, but as they are paid by the
hour, many of them prefer to work in the
afternoons as well and earn extra money.
One boy in two weeks has put $15 in the
bank and is going right along earning more.

By the end of the season he will have
money enough to bring back to his people
in the city a Winter's supply of clothing
and perhaps a barrel or two of potatoes to
give flavor to the cold weather dinner.
Incidentally he will have earned his own

living for four months, something he has
never done before in Ills city career.

Busy as bees in the garden or fields, the
lads are just like any other aggregation of
working folk, but it is in the afternoon
that thev irrow interesting. Dinner Is
served in a big open tent at noon, and
after that hour the Legislature meets, laws,
rules and regulations are discussed, the
president generally makes a talk on the
progress of the institution, and those who
have complaints to make are in the habit
of voicing them uniquely. Then the manhoodof the boy is developed. The right to
say things and be listened to is a new phase
to him and he takes full advantage of it.
The Judge brings the criminals before

him in the afternoon. There are not alwayscases to be tried, but when there is
an offender, he is arraigned with due grav-

Forenoon in the Fields.

ity, the witnesses are summoned and the
prisoner is given a fair hearing. One lad
was brought up on the charge of disorderlyconduct. He pleaded guilty, but in a

rudely eloquent manner explained to the
Court that he was ignorant of the law in
the case and at the time of committing the
crime he was not aware of his infraction.
The appeal was feelingly strong.
The Judge took the case under advisementand released him on his own recognizance.Later in the afternoon he summonedthe penitent culprit and dismissed

him with a lecture. Little Wilson, for it
was he, promised to go and sin no more.

The offence was fighting, and In the
scheme of Wilson's Duane street life it
had never been suggested that fighting
your fellow-boy was a crime. Incidentally,
he had been very soundly licked by the
Hungarian boy whom he had attacked.
The attack was a mere matter of form,

in which wnson naci ueen accusioirieu 10

indulge himself in town. He was simply
establishing his status after the manner

of the street lad. If the Junior Republic
does nothing more for him, it has at least
demonstrated to him that the other fel'ow
has some rights in the world which 'he is
bound to respect.
The Republic has been open four weeks.

The impress of the country life is strong.
I asked a number of boys what they
would like to be in the world in the after

years of their.,more active life. The list
of occupations Is a curious one, but the selectionsare healthy. Eight of them wantedto be farmers; two declared themselves
for carpenters; two thought tne ponce
force would suit them; two would like to

be truck drivers; two would minister to

the world as doctors; two would deal in

real estate, and one each would be a bookkeeper,plumber, sailor and waiter, and one

makes the candid -confession that all the

world holds nothing so* alluring to him as

the life of a politician. This last is

John Martin, the president. He has had

a taste of the rewards of politics, and

I nothing more humble will ever satisfy him.

The one waiter is a cuuuu yugnuu.

As the night shadows were creeping over

the valley I prepared to leave the Republic.I had been ten hours in an almost
ideal community, a community from which

the big outside world could learn much
that is good and wholesome. The lads had

finished supper under the great open tent

where, as they ate, they might look out

over across acres and acres of waving
green. The winding paths, the fence corners,the grass patches, the roads, were

lounging places for them as they rested

from an active day. They were happy, content.at ease mentally and physically. The

superintendent went to his room to read,
the President disappeared Into the stone

house. By and by he came out arrayed in

the cleanest and best which his limited
offnrriori- Tn n few moments the

Sheriff joined him.
"Going away?" I asked.
"Yes, sir. down in the 'tillage, to church."
Then I said good by.
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